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The Nightingale
f o r  R o n n ie
T h e d ry  sand  rustles like sa tin  cu rtain s clo sing .
L isten, fisherm en.  It is the w hisper of tim e, T he 
p in e  tr e e s  s a y  it  a n d  th e  o ld  o n e  h a d  h e a r d  i t . T h e  
em peror is dy ing , falling  aw ay, dow n T o  th e  
em era ld  se a , th e  so u n d le ss  ru sh  o f it, A b so rb e d  
i n  t h e  f o r m l e s s  g r e e n ,  th e  w o m b  o f  th e  w o r ld . A  
h o ard  o f liv ing  silver w ill buy  your vo ices, Y o u r 
b ro w n  fe e t s ta m p in g  th e  w e t s a n d , th e  h a rd  rh y th m O f  
chanting, the cerem onial of dying. W hen 
d u sk  d im s  th e  a lm o n d  b lo s so m  b y  th e  w in d o w T h e  
n ig h tin g a le  w ill p o u r h e r c a ta ra c t o f p ra y e r In to  th e  
s ta r-s trew n  o cea n  o f h e r m aste r's  d re am s. T h e  b lu e  
ja d e  s u n d ia l s  a m o n g  th e  p o r c e la in  r o s e s I n  
th e  p e a c o c k  g a r d e n  h a v e  n u m b e r e d  h is  h e a r t  b e a ts ,
E ach  silk en  slip p e rfa ll, each  b rea th  o f san d a lw o o d .
S a g e s  a n d  sa in ts , fra m e d  in  th e  g o ld e n  ta p e s try ,
B y  th e  w a te rs  o f  p a ra d is e , w a tc h  th e ir  g o o d  lo rd
D r in k  h i s  l a s t  c u p  f r o m  th e  f a th o m le s s  w e l l  o f  
days. F isherm en, do you hear the copper bells beating
I n  th e  f o re s t  s h r in e  w h e re  y o u r  f a d in g  s e a - g if ts  
lie, T h e  h a rsh  la m e n ta tio n  o f e a g le s  o n  th e  sh o re ?
B e fo re  th e  m o o n  w a s h e s  th e  b r ig h t p ic tu re  a w a y
T h e  je w e lle d  n ig h tin g a le  w ill c a s t h e r th re n o d y
F r o m  th e  b la c k  b r a n c h e s  d r a w n  o n  th e  p a le  s a lm o n  
sky. T h e  lo n g  w in d  h is s in g  o v e r  t h e  d u n e s  h a s  
heaped up A  b u ria l m o u n d , a  m o u n ta in  o f 
m e m o rie s ; T h e  la s t  g r a in  o f  s a n d  h a s  f a l le n  in  th e  
hour g lass. In c e n s e  o f a lo e s , th e  s w e e t s m o k e  
o f sacrifice R ise s  lik e  s e a  m is t f ro m  th e  a lta r  o f  
h e a v e n , F r o m  t h e  d a r k  t e m p l e  w h e r e  d e s o l a t e  
c o n s o r ts  w e e p . T h e  f i s h in g  b o a ts  s a i l  d o w n  th e  
rovers of the m oon T o  seek  th e  lo st islan d s 
o f im m o rta lity , H id d e n  p e a r ls  b e y o n d  p r ic e  in  
th e  u tte rm o st east. W h e n  d a w n  d ra w s  b a c k  th e  g e n tle  
c u rta in  o f th e  n ig h t T h e  n ig h tin g a le  w ill  s o a r  to  
th e  ce le stia l rea lm A n d  s in g  to  h e r  m a s te r  o f  tru e  
love for ever. Mark 
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